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"This is fucking bullshit!" Dave yelled into his phone and then ended the call and tossed the phone onto his desk. 
He turned the chair and gazed out the window. 


"Hey," called a soft voice from the doorway. 

Dave turned and gave a soft smile. Eddie crossed the room and carefully settled himself in Dave's lap. 

"What's all the yelling about, huh?" He asked, wrapping his arms around Dave's neck and loosely holding him. 
The pair had been dating for a little over a year. Eddie's band was on a break so he'd been living with and 
traveling with Dave, keeping a low profile. Not many knew they were together and Eddie liked it that way. Dave 
on the other hand, seemed excited for people to know. Something that endeared him to Eddie, but Eddie was 


still uncomfortable with the idea. 


"You know we came home and rescheduled that show tomorrow night because they asked us to perform. You 


know, perform a song from our Emmy-nominated series?" 


Already, Eddie could hear the annoyance in Dave's voice. "Yeah," He gently replied. 

"Well, they don't want one of those songs. They want fucking Learn to Fly." 

"Oh. Why?" 

"| don't fucking know!" Dave barked. He pushed at Eddie. "Get up, please." 

Eddie frowned but stood up and moved aside when Dave stood up and stepped past him. He watched the other 
man storm out of the room. A few minutes later, he heard the thunderous pounding of the drum set in 
Dave's basement. Eddie figured it would be best to leave him alone for a little while. 

He was cleaning the pool when he looked up to find a sweaty, shirtless, panting Dave standing on the patio, 
looking sheepish. Eddie smiled at him and put the vacuum down. He padded over to the other man and simply 
wrapped his arms around his waist. 

Dave rested his chin on Eddie's shoulder. "l'm a dick" 

"Yes, you are. But | love you, anyway." 

‘lm sorry, Eddie." 

"Its okay. | understand why you'd be angry." 

"We're not gonna do it. l'm pulling us out. It's stupid." 

Eddie nodded. "| can agree with you there." He bit his tongue. He wanted to say the whole thing was stupid. 
Awards and awards shows were stupid. But he knew, for some reason, they mattered to Dave so he said 
nothing. 


"At least you don't have to go now." 


Eddie took a step back. "Dave," He began, giving the other man a weak smile. "I wasn't going to go in the first 
place." He quietly said, staring at the concrete underneath his bare feet. 


"But why?" 
"You know why. You know these things aren't for me." 
"I know, but | thought you understood how important this was to me." 


"I do understand. I'm so proud of you. I'm happy for you. You did a truly remarkable thing with this project.” 


"But you aren't proud enough to stand beside me." 
"Dave," Eddie groaned. When he looked up, he was met with a pair of big, dark brown puppy dog eyes. 
"Eddie, | love you. | need you. l'm really fucking proud of you, too. | want people to know that. Why don't you?" 


"| don't need people to know that, baby. | know it. | love you and I'm proud of you. If I'm failing at making you 
understand it, please tell me." 


Dave sighed. "But it's like we're living in the closet. | came out of the fucking closet years ago." 


He shook his head. "We're not in the closet, Dave. | just need privacy. | don't handle it all like you do. Please try 
to understand" 


"| do understand, Eddie! You won't be alone. I'll be there, too. I'll hold your hand and | won't let it get to you." 
It doesn't matter now, anyway. You're not even going.” 


Dave crossed his arms over his chest. "What about the next one | want to go to with my boyfriend? What 
about that?" 


Eddie sighed as he gave Dave a weary look. "Can we cross that bridge when we get there?" 
"Whatever." Dave waved a hand at the other man and walked back into the house. 


An icy frost blanketed the house as both men retreated into themselves. Eddie was hurt that Dave refused to 
understand his need for privacy and the mundane. He loved and adored Dave, but started to wonder how much 
farther they could go. Could he ever get Dave to slow down and join him in his private life? Would Dave always 
need to be in the spotlight? Would his need to be America's sweetheart outweigh his need for Eddie? 


He was more than a little hurt when he arrived home the following day around four o'clock to a note from 


Dave. 


"I am going to a party tonight. Figured you wouldn't want to go with me so I'm meeting friends first. Don't know 


when I'll be home." 


The hurt and insecurity in the words were palpable to Eddie. His heart sank and he sighed. Eddie wandered 
Dave's house, looking at photos, at various awards he had proudly put on display. Though they shared so much 


in common, they were still worlds apart. 


Dave loved and valued his success. Dave embraced the love and admiration he received from others. For years, 
Eddie considered that a form of vanity, one he vehemently rejected. If Dave saw it as validation, he never let 


on to that. For all intents and purposes, Dave simply enjoyed the ride. Well, so did Eddie. He just wasn't as 


comfortable with people complimenting him and bestowing meaningless plaques and statues on him. Eddie was 
self-assured and he did the things that pleased him first. Long gone were the days when Eddie and Pearl Jam 
did things to please other people. 


On the other hand, Dave never appeared as if he was doing things to please someone else. Dave was a simple, 
happy man who wanted Eddie in his world. As Eddie made his way into the bedroom, his thoughts drifted to his 
relationship. Dave was always generous with everything he had, his home, his friends and family, his love and 
devotion. Dave gave Eddie everything he had, sparing nothing of himself. So why did Eddie find that he was 


holding onto certain parts of himself? 


He took one last look around and then, with a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest, Eddie closed the 
door behind him. He was through with it. He made his decision and he wasn't going to change his mind. He got 
into the car and drove down into the city. The ride was long and it gave Eddie plenty of time to imagine the 


worst. 


The paparazzi was everywhere and several times, Eddie had to shield his eyes from the flashes of their 
cameras. His heart was still pounding and Eddie began to panic. He hurried inside and was smacked in the face 
with the sound of music and laughter and several voices shouting over one another. He swallowed and willed 
himself to calm down. Several people approached him and hugged him and clapped him on the back, but he 


desperately needed to see just one person. The person he was there for. The person that wanted him. 


It was as if the crowd parted like the Red Sea and there Dave was. Eddie had to stop and stare. Dave was in 
black trousers that framed his ass very nicely. But what took Eddie's breath away was the sheer, see- 
through white shirt that Dave was wearing. It showed everything: Dave's tattoo over his heart, his nipples, his 
flat stomach. Eddie had the wind knocked out of him. He watched Dave talk and laugh with Marilyn Manson. 
Soon, the rest of the world disappeared. All Eddie saw was the man he had fallen in love with. In the flashest 
of flashes, the past twenty-five years flew through Eddie's memory. He remembered meeting Dave when they 
were both kids, no more than twenty-four years old. They were both new to the scene and trying to find 
their place in the world. How could either of those kids have ever known their paths would bring them right 


here? 


Maybe it was Manson who noticed him first. Eddie couldn't tell. Dave turned and looked at him. All of the hurt 
and anger that passed between them over the last twenty-four hours disappeared when Dave smiled. Eddie 
started toward Dave. Dave started toward Eddie. They met somewhere in the middle. 

"What are you doing here?" Dave hissed under his breath. 


"I came to be with the man I'm madly in love with." Eddie replied with a little blushing grin 


Dave picked his head up and looked around. "Where is he?" 


Eddie shook his head as he reached both hands to Dave's face and drew him down. "Fuck you." And then he 
kissed the other man, sliding one arm around Dave's neck and deepening the kiss, ignoring the gasps of those 
around them, ignoring the "Damn!" from Manson. 

When he finally pulled back, he looked down at Dave's chest. "Nice shirt 

| had a feeling that, if you saw it, you'd like it" 


"Fucking gorgeous. | can't help but see the symbolism though. And your nipples." 


Dave looked around, taking Eddie by the hand. He pushed through the crowd until he found a doorway leading to 


the back corridor of the venue. 
| came here to be with you out there, for people to know we're together." Eddie teased. 


Dave gently pinned him against the wall. "Shut up." He murmured before seizing Eddie's mouth again 


